CHAPTER EIGHT
THE snow lay thickly on the ground, but on the roadway
it was fairly good going. We passed several bodies of
irregulars making their way to Erivan to help in the
defence, and were of some help to a guiv team bent on the
same errand whose wheels were buried in the snow.
We spent the first night at Ashtarak with a cousin of
Shura's who had led the revolt against the Bolsheviks in
his own village, and had his former masters locked up in
the village hall.
The following day we joined two Armenian spies who
were off on duty to the north, and the four of us travelled
together, taking short cuts that forced our Caucasian ponies
up to their bellies in the snow. The sound of the guns
could no longer be heard at the end of the second day. The
third day I was snow-blind and in great pain, and many
a mfle did I walk, holding the long tail of my pony which
Shura led from in front, whenever my weight was too heavy
for comfortable progress. The fourth day we were both
frost-bitten, and our companions had left us as we turned
westwards.
We received extreme hospitality from the peasants in
the villages, and they did what they could for my eyes, relief
to pain being given by trying to open my eyes and gaze into
a white bowl of cold, clear snow water.
Night overtook us once before we reached our pre-
destined village, and wolves came within a hundred yards,
only to be scared away by the noise of Shura's revolver,
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